MODERN TRAVEL

the courage to hold on when the horizon is hope-
less, and quite definitely far more exact knowledge,
than Columbus took with him when he boarded
the Santa Maria at Palos. The physical plane
alone will give no sure support any more. The
materialistic basis will serve only as a starting
point. And without doubt our language will
be extended to a new capacity and potency.

We begin anew. That should give vivacity at
least to our prose of travel. But it will give more
than that. Some indication of the possibilities
show, I hope, here and there, in the following
pages. All of it is from writers of this century.
All is modern. It begins, in the first extract, at
Euston, and in a way which certainly suggests
there is something in our own familiar streets that
is challenging and mysterious, and even sinister
to a mind becoming aware of hidden latencies.
Then we see Egdon Heath, the prospect of our
original nurture, in prose as stately, yet with
meanings between the lines, as any we have had
since Shakespeare was busy.

There is no system in this anthology, except
that it begins at home, crosses to Europe, and then
proceeds eastward round the world till it is back
in its own place again. It is partial; that was
in its nature; some writers are not in it who
should have been. But its brief glimpses of the
world as it is are enough, maybe, to show that
exploration has only begun, and that our equip-
ment for what lies ahead of us must be of a nature
that was not in Hakluyt's dreams.
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